


“Let’s call her the Party Girl. She 
doesn’t have a job exactly. She goes to 
Key West for the weekend. She vacations 
in St. Thomas. And it’s always with a 
different guy. And there’s always shop- 
ping tinvolved.”—Page 11 
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Volleyball Schmolleyball 


et’s talk Pro Beach Volleyball. 
I’ve decided the universe can continue to exist 
without Pro Beach Volleyball. 
Baggy-shorts jerks in a sandbox, right? Isn’t 
this basically what we’re talking about? 





Not just baggy : 
shorts. Purple baggy 
shorts. Aquamarine 


baggy shorts. Goggle 
sunglasses riding up on 
their foreheads like a 
bunch of four-eyed pos- 
sums sponsored by beer 
companies. 

What’s the deal with 
this? Who’s watching 
this stuff? 

Do you realize they 
actually pack up the 
sandbox and haul it 
around the country, set 
it up in mall parking lots 
in Dallas and St. Louis 
and Chicago, so they can 
play Pro Beach Volley- 
ball in places that don’t 
have any beaches? 

And, if we’re gonna 
have pro volleyball at all, 
why is it beach volley- 
ball? Why do we want 
the athletes mooshing around in a bunch of sand? If 
we had em play on a hardwood gym floor, like God 
intended, then they could jump higher, hit harder, 
the game would go faster, and it would be more like 
a real sport. Why do we want the Quaalude Effect? 
It’s like watching Lloyd Bridges rescue a sick dol- 
_ phin in real time. 

Pay close attention to the commercial sponsors 
here. We've got light beer. Always light beer. Never 
real beer. We’ve got Sony stereo systems. We’ve got 
the guys who make those spaghetti-strap T-shirts 
and short balloon pants normally not seen outside 





the South Bronx. 

And check out the TV announcers. These guys 
had to go to Cabana Boy School to get these jobs. 
They have little preppie orgasms every time they 
say “Great dig!” 







Anna Nicole Smith has both barrels loaded in To the Limit. 


Then we have Women’s Pro Beach Volleyball, 
complete with rigid aerodynamically-efficient non- 
jiggle sports bras. These gals look like they spend all 
their free time pumping iron with Cher. You can 
picture them running down the beach with a Great 
Dane named “King.” Any sexual fantasy involving 
these women involves being crushed to death be- 
tween their thighs. 

Add it all up, and I think you can see what we’ve 
got here. 

We're talking Bratfest ’95, aren’t we? 

Save it for the country club. You know what I 


mean? Bring back the monster trucks. 

And speaking of monster trucks, Anna Nicole 
Smith makes her movie debut this week in To the 
Limit, the story of a sensitive mob family at war with 
a tattooed bald-headed CIA chief who likes to be 
whipped across the back by leather-clad bikini babes. 
When he blows up Anna Nicole’s secret-agent lover 
in a turn-the-ignition fireball, our favorite busty 
Playmate babe breaks out of her Guess jeans and 
blasts her way from El] Lay to Vegas to the snow- 
covered mountains where she lives with her com- 
puter and occasionally has sex with bereaved wid- 
ower Joey Travolta to prove to him how loyal she is 
to his family. 

Meanwhile, Joey starts having these Nam flash- 
backs to the time when he accidentally killed the 
granddaughter of a general, which might explain 
why female ninjas are trying to kill him every five 
minutes, and his brother is recruiting hitmen, and 
his other brother is sleeping with every showgirl! in 
Vegas and neglecting his weepy wife Kathy Shower— 
yet another neglected-weepy-wife role for this Play- 
mate of the Year. And then Joey’s niece runs away 
from the Catholic church where she’s being pro- 
tected, and the psycho CIA chief starts demanding 
that Joey give back the computer disk he thinks he 
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titled aie on movies Be ee projec- 
tor. But there’s good news, too. The only refresh- 
ment served is... whiskey. Tim Lindell, a U.S. 
Air Force sergeant stationed with the R.A.F. in 
Alconbury, England, reminds us that, with eter- 
nal vagpignce, the drive-in will never die. 





has, and Anna Nicole starts carrying a gun every- 
where she goes, including bed, and, uh, there’s a 
really lame Vegas-showgirl lounge sequence, and... 
I give up! I have no idea! There’s 194 subplots in this 
movie. I have no idea. 

Anyway, I always knew that Anna Nicole Smith 
was a big woman, but she’s, like, a big woman. When 
she hoses down in the shower, they have to letterbox 
the scene. When she arches her back, it looks a 
couple of space aliens springing out of her chest. 
And halfway through the movie, she changes from 
a blonde to a brunette, then two scenes later it’s back 
to blonde. Talk about your versatile actress. 

PM Entertainment tried to do the Traci Lords 
thing with Anna Nicole—give her as few words to 
speak as possible. But she has about twenty lines of 
actual dialogue, which is, oh, nineteen too many. 
The gal needs to head for one of those L. Ron 
Hubbard acting classes in El Lay where they can tell 
her how to say “That bastard!” convincingly. 

I was, of course, transfixed. 

Seventy-four dead bodies. Seventeen breasts. 
Guy shoved out of a copter. Hoover Dam high- 
diving. Two exploding copters, with fireballs. Ex- 
ploding van, with fireball. Flaming ninja. Multiple 
aardvarking. Strangulation. Four gunbattles, with 
two fireballs. Two motor vehicle chases, with three 
crash-and-burns. Neck-stabbing. Death by mas- 
seuse. Computer disk to the forehead. Gratuitous 
bachelor party strippers. Kung Fu. Bimbo Fu. Drive- 
In Academy Award nominations for Anna Nicole 
Smith, for testing the reinforced fiberglass on that 
hot tub, and for screaming “Look, I don’t have to 
justify myself to yew!”; Joey Travolta, for surviving 
forty-seven assassination attempts in one movie; 
Lydie Denier, for singing in public; Jack Bannon, as 
the freebasing tattooed S&M freak who runs the 
CIA; David Proval, as the creepola who likes to get 
nude massages from UNLV students; and Kathy 
Shower, for having sex with a guy who actually 
drops her when the game comes on TV, and then 
saying “I ain’t no neighborhood girl, and I won’t put 
up with it anymore!” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Debbie Rochon 


Dog Day Afternoon 


Danny Fendley, Vicious 
Kiss star and producer, encoun- 
tered a little canine calamity 
while filming. Director Donald 
Farmer (Vampire Cop) was 
coaching Fendley through his 
escape scene in which a Dober- 
man pinscher was to chase him 
into a house. The scene was me- 
ticulously worked out with the 
animal trainer beforehand. Once 
Farmer yelled “Action!” the dog 
decided he really wanted to sink 
his teeth into Fendley’s part. Af- 
ter that, the crew lovingly re- 
ferred to Fendley as Danny- 
Fanny. I bet they titled the film 
after they shot it. 

Jack Baker, former New 
York stage actor, was recently 
hired to star in the ultra-low- 
budget Long Island epic, The 
Day of the Madman. First-time 
director Jacob Lange ex- 
plained, “Jack was perfect. Not 
only did he have the same name 
as the character in the script, 
but I thought he was loony-tunes 


‘Debbie Rochon 


when we met!” [f that’s all it takes, 
I know a lot of actors that should 
be working. 

Tunnel Productions will start 
filming their first picture, Final 
Exam, next month. Writer/Direc- 
tor John Mollica also stars in 
this New Jersey-based interracial 
flick about a student who kidnaps 


his teacher after receiving bad 
grades and forces him to docrack. 
Executive Producer Phil Revo 
declares, “This will be the most 
important film ever made. I guar- 
antee it.” If it is, ’m leaving the 
business. 

Graham Rye is not only 
the publisher and editor of the 
007 Extra magazine, he’s the 
president. He’s also the designer. 
And the advertising manager. 
And the art editor. He also com- 
piles, contributes, conveys, and 
coordinates everything that has 
to do with the England-based 
Bond publication. As a matter of 
fact, the only place I didn’t find 
his name was in the extra-spe- 
cial thanks column. If you're into 
James Bond or Graham Rye, 
write to: The James Bond Fan 
Club, P.O. Box 007, Addlestone, 
Surrey KT15 1DY England. 

—DEBBIE ROCHON 

If you have news for Debbie, 
drop her a line c/o TJBR, P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Is Charlton a charlatan? 


The Chuckster is a Huckster 


66 hat an actor that guy is!” 
“She is such a little ac- 
tress!” 

When people say stuff like 
this, they usually mean, “What a 
liar!” 

Sometimes you'll see a law- 
yer manipulating all the facts in 
the courtroom, acting self-righ- 
teous to make the jury cry, doing 
a thousand little tricks, and his 
mom will say, “Look at Richard. 
He’s the real actor in this family.” 

And this is a little annoying. 
Especially if you’re an actor. Be- 
cause I know a lot of actors, and 
they spend all their time, every 
day, thinking about how tobe... 
truthful. How to say the lines in 
such a way that they’re not lying. 
In fact, when somebody says, “The 
acting was sooooo bad,” they gen- 
erally just mean that the person 
was obviously lying. He didn’t 
mean what he was saying. 

Actors aren’t con men. They’retruth men. Theyre 
trying to talk the way we would all talk if we told the 
truth, except we never do. They don’t even believe in 
doing the role until they really feel some genuine 
emotion. In life, nobody waits to feel anything genu- 
ine. They just blurt out the first thing off the top of 








Marina Sudina is the mute witness in Mute Witness, and the 
Moscow Mafia is making her feel a little vulnerable. 





Igor Volkow won’t take “nyet” for an answer. 





their head, whether it means anything or not. 

When an actor nails a role, when he really truly 
believes every single thing he ever says, when 
everything looks just exactly the way it should look, 
then everyone says, “He was just being himself,” or, 
“He must be that way in real life.” 

They never say “What a great actor!” 

But take somebody like 
Charlton Heston, or James 
Earl Jones, or Katharine Hep- 
burn, who always overacts a 
little bit, somebody who does 
that old Hollywood thing of 
making everything bigger than 
it should be, and people say 
“What a genius!” 
we In other words, if you lie in 
a certain way, you become a 
great actor. But you have to lie 
in a powerful way. If you lie in 
a weak way, like amateurs do, 
then you just suck. 

Barbara Hershey is a great 
actress. We know this because 
she’s invisible. She’s different 
every time you see her. She 
finds the true moment. Willem 
Dafoe is a great actor. And 
both of these people are “hard 








Oleg Jankowskij plays the sympathetic police 
inspector. 

to cast.” (There are much harder people to cast, but 
I’m using these two because theyre famous in spite 
of being good actors.) 

The reason they’re “hard to cast” is that you 
can’t think of them and immediately see what they 
would look like in a role. 

If you hear an actor’s name, and you immedi- 
ately think of a certain style, and a certain voice, and 
a certain way of doing things, 
then that’s not a great actor. 

That’s a great liar. 

We used to have a show busi- 
ness term for this, but you don’t 
hear it much anymore. 

I think it’s called “ham.” 

I’m surprised I have to point 
this out. 

And speaking of kick-butt act- 
ing, Mute Witness is the latest 
low-budget flick out of Moscow, 
and it’s not only a great thriller, 
but they use Oleg Jankowskij— 
the Robert DeNiro of Russian 
film—as the Numero Uno bad guy. 

For about three years now, 
ever since the Russkies flip- 
flopped, they’ve been renting out 
the great Mosfilm studios to 
American B-movie producers. 
First we had Haunted Symphony, 





one of the best Edgar Alan Poe-type horror flicks of 
the last ten years. Then we had Bram Stoker's 
Burial of the Rats. And now we’ve got the best one 
yet, Mute Witness, which—surprise!—is about a 
group of American filmmakers making a horror 
flick at Mosfilm. 

Marina Sudina is a special-effects makeup art- 
ist, the kind who knows how to paint the walls red 
with gore, and one night after filming she gets 
locked in the studio. She hears a noise, investigates, 
and witnesses what looks like a porno film being 
made by a couple of creeps from the Russian crew. 
Unfortunately, the star of the porn film is a big- 
breasted mama with 70 miles of bad highway on her 
face, and at the climax, so to speak, she gets hacked 
up with a butcher knife. 

Marina can’t speak. She’s a mute. But she 
knows she didn’t see any special-effects makeup. 
Then Oleg, he of the butcher knife, hears a noise in 
the studio and high-tails it after her, leading to one 
long chase scene that lasts all night and involves the 
Russian Mafia, the Russian cops, a goofball Ameri- 
can director, and his girlfriend. 

Zaniness with deadly weapons ensues. 

There hasn’t been a mute-girl movie this good 
since Abel Ferrara’s Ms. 45. 

Nine dead bodies. Four breasts. Multiple stab 
wounds. Deadly aardvarking. Body-chopping. One 
motor vehicle chase. Drive-In Academy Award nomi- 
nations for Marina Sudina, as the mute heroine, for 
saying “ ”: Fay Ripley, as the concerned sister- 
turned-gun-toting avenger; Evan Richards, as the 
shallow American director; Oleg Jankowskij, as the 
snuffster; and Anthony Waller, the first-time writer/ 
director, for doing it the drive-in way. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Fay Ripley has Sister ESP when it comes to the welfare of 
Marina. 


Ww the decline cm, ~~ ws wm, scientist and ma- 
ofthedrive-in, \ —@ rooned on the “Sat- 
B-movie schlock like _ _ : ellite of Love” with 
The Brain That | Wy y his two faithful ro- 
Wouldn’t Die, bot friends, where 
Manos Hands of they are forced to 
Fate, and Santa watch really, really 
Claus Conquers the bad movies. So we 


Martians wouldn’t _.. Wherein we Report rRrom the watch them watch 


have a forum if it the movies. As the 
were not for a hand- underground, the counter-culture, film rolls, they 


fulofmaverickcom- €he out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the make non-stop hi- 
edy writers out of Loonie fringe of publishing, music, _larious wisecracks 


Minneapolis who P . from a now-almost- 
conceived and cre- movies, COMIC books, ano other famous silhouette 


ated a witty little places where misfits owell. along the bottom of 
cable access TV the screen. Like the 
show called Mystery Science Theater 3000 back in films they riff, MST3K’s production values are de- 
the late eighties. After six seasons on Comedy Cen- _ lightfully cheesy. (The robots are made from a hodge- 
tral, MST3K (as aficionados callit)hasbecomeapop podge of items, including a bowling pin, gumball 
a ——* dispenser, Tupperware and miscellaneous ga- 
rage items.) The show has engendered a rabid 
fandom, resultingin MST3K conventions (called 
"Bot Bashes), online chat groups, a newsletter, 
and merchandise galore. And now they’ve even 
got their own full-length motion picture deal. 
An expanded version of the television show, 
Gramercy Pictures’ Mystery Science Theater 
3000: The Movie, will follow the same formula, 
as the wisecracking trio is forced to endure the 
1955 sci-fi classic, This Island Earth. The project 
is in the editing phase right now, and although 
Gramercy publicists are being vague about how 
ee exactly the film is going to come together, they 
~~" ye are happy to announce that it is scheduled for 
a wide theatrical release in April. 
€ 
Florida is the home of the Everglades. Florida 
is also the birthplace of about a jillion shoe- 
string-budget independent features. The con- 
nection? Back in the sixties, fast-buck indepen- 
dents were lured to backwater communities as 
cheap, picturesque resources for low-budget 
movies, and an entire genre of swamp sleaze 
emerged from the mire. According to Charles 
Kilgore of ECCO magazine, filmmakers’ fasci- 
nation with swamp folklore actually began as 
early as 1926 with Sparrows, a silent starring 
Mary Pickford, but it really started heating 
up with Roger Corman’s Swamp Women in 
1955. A stream of swamp trash followed, in- 
j | _ / , | cluding Larry Buchanan’s pitiful cheapie 
MSTS3K’s Mike Nelson and sidekick Crow T. Robot Curse of the Swamp Creature, the overly re- 
may be lost in space right now, but you can find titled campy horror classic Zaat (inspired by 
them on the big screen this April. the “walking catfish” phenomenon that plagued 
culture phenomenon. The show’s premise: as partof Florida in the sixties), and Charles B. Pierce’s 
a fiendish experiment, a hapless human (Mike 1972 mock-documentary The Legend of Boggy Creek. 
Nelson, who took over after originator Joel Beverly and Ferdinand Sebastian added a femi- 
Hodgeson left the show) is shot into space bya mad __ nist twist to the standard revenge-in-the-bayou plot 
6 








in Gator Bait, starring the legendary Claudia 
Jennings. Another piece of quintessential swamp 
trash was actually filmed in East Texas—S.F. 
Brownrigg’s Scum of the Earth (a/k/a Poor White 
Trash IT), a bitter blend of splatter and sleaze. A 
common thread running through these films is that 
the bayou itself becomes the antagonist. Audience- 
identification figures are pitted against criminals, 
degenerates or monsters in a swamp setting that is 
rarely neutral; one side or the 
other always claims the swamp 
as an ally. Unfortunately, the 
whole swdmp genre seems to 
have faded along with rural > 
exploitation in general, as 
Kilgore notes: “Nowadays, as 
with the whole of exploitation 
filmmaking, swamp trash has 
been virtually subsumed by 
the majors. ... The style of off- 
the-cuff filmmaking that gave 
birth to swamp trash is only a 
hazy memory of a colorful 
show-business past.” ECCO is 
an articulate 22-page quarterly 
offering thorough commentary 
on a wide range of non-main- 
stream video releases, as well 
as related literature. A yearly 
subscription goes for $10, pay- 
able to: ECCO, P.O. Box 65742, 
Washington, DC 20035. 


The swamp classic Gator Bait has everything: revenge, a rampag- 
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lings. Bulldada is an easy read, maintaining a good- 
natured, non-judgmental attitude throughout. The 
slick, two-color 28-pager costs $12 for four issues, 
payable to: Yendie Boox Publishing, Inc., P.O. Box 
80204, Indianapolis, IN 46280-0204. 
€ 

Superman was kicking hiney in comic books long 
before Christopher Reeve embodied the Kryp- 
tonophobic superhero on the big screen. Batman, the 





r ing babe, and ... mud wrestling? 


It’s a law of physics or something: for every 
hobby, fetish, interest or cause there is an equal and 
opposite fanzine. And we've thumbed through nearly 
all of them. There are fanzines about censorship, 
movies, feminism, sex, serial killers, and other 
fanzines. Cartoonist and small press entrepreneur 
S.E. Mills of Bulldada magazine announces an 
intention to examine this fanzine phenomenon in an 
upcoming book. However, instead of “the usual” 
(reviewing what other people publish), Mills will 
explore why people publish what they publish, sepa- 
rating out the pure rant rags from the passionate 
message zines. While Bulldada offers a veritable 
cornucopia of brief articles, opinions and lively dis- 
cussions about cartoonists, publishing, video and 
arts, it does include its share of comic and fanzine 
reviews which are divided into categories with head- 
ers like “First, the Degenerate Filthy Stuff’ and 
“Stuff That’s Not Degenerative Filth, But You'll 
Want to Read It Anyway.” A discourse on dyslexia is 
followed by comic book convention gossip and a furry 
fandom update (cat fanatics who go to conventions 
called Confurrences). Bulldada emphasizes the com- 
ics industry. In fact, Mills acts as a comics mentor, 
offering advice and recommending resource mate- 
rial to aspiring cartoonists and small press fledg- 


Green Hornet, Spiderman—all these guys got their 
start in comics. However, a new breed of superhero 
coming out of Japan is turning the tables on this 
formula. Artist Koichi Ohata first created the 
character “M.D. Geist,” a futuristic, genetically al- 
tered superhero, for a Japanimation video series 
(distributed in the States by U.S. Manga Corps) and 
is now spinning off into the comic book realm. The 
comic series, M.D. Geist, is meticulously drawn in 
full color and plunges our dark, renegade hero into 
the middle of a planetary war. Blurring the line 
between hero and villain, he takes over a band of 
mercenaries by brutally offing their Apollo Creed- 
looking leader, spurns the advances of the dead 
leader’s nubile girlfriend, and, with revenge on his 
mind, leads them into a battle which results in an 
inevitable bloody showdown between Geist and his 
arch-nemesis. The three B’s abound—blood, breasts 
and borgs—in this 24-page, semi-slick, three-vol- 
ume series. As an obvious sales tie-in, U.S. Manga 
Corps devotes the back cover to promoting the ani- 
mated video: “You’ve read the comic, now see the 
video!” Each issue goes for $3, payable to: CPM 
Comics, Central Park Media Corporation, 250 W. 
57th St. #317, New York NY 10107. Or call 800-626- 
4277 for video ordering information. | 
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Reviews by the Camp Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


BRIDE OF THE MONSTER 


“Wonderfully atrocious” classic from writer/director/pro- 
ducer Edward D. Wood Jr., starring a “hammy and over- 
blown” Bela Lugosi as an “emaciated and deranged” scientist 
who “experiments on hapless people who wander by his place” 
with the help of deaf-mute assistant Tor Johnson and his pet 
octopus. A “snoopy reporter,” the “subpar” Loretta King as a 
“pseudo-spunky Lois Lane type,” tries to find out what’s going 
on. Answer: Lugosi plans to create an army of atomic super- 
beings, and he plans on his first soldier being the reporter. 
“Wimpy boyfriend” Tony McCoy has to save her. “One of the 
worst ‘great’ B movies.” “Faulty logic, hilarious overacting, 
ridiculous dialogue, Bela’s stunt double who looks nothing like 
him, Bela doing ‘isometrics.” “Probably Wood’s biggest budget 
feature.” “The grade-school production values are unbelievable 
(as in all of Wood’s flicks). And when does day end and night 
begin in this movie? The lab comes complete with a kitchenette. 
Two of the deadly devices seem to be a photo naar and a 
spaghettistrainer.And,ofcourse,there’s .. ee < 
the famous rubber octopus.” “Lugosi is a 
better actor than most people think. At 
times you really believe he’s a crazy old 
man.” Best line: “You’re right there, 
Marty. The swamp is a monument to 
death. Snakes, alligators, quicksand. All 
bent on one thing—destruction.” Five 
dead bodies. One explosion. One car 
crash. Rubber snake. Cast: Delores 
Fuller (“appears to be reading her lines 
from cue cards” as Marge), Ben 
Frommer (“smartass vagrant” drunk), 
Harvey B. Dunn (“tough yet concerned” 
as Capt. Robbins), Ann Wilner (“real 
estate department gal Friday” Tillie), 
George Becnar (Prof. Strowski), Paul 
Marco (“snivelly, wimpy” Officer Kelton), 
Don Nagle (Martin), Bud Osborne 
(Mac), John Warren (Jake), William 
Benedict (newsboy). [To order, send $16 
to Scorched Earth Productions, 2201 S. Chstan, Docsce. CO 
80210. 1955.] Overall rating: 93. 


JTE®. FOLKS, 
IT’S INTERMISSION TIME! 


“Fun” “hokey and hilarious” collection of drive-in conces- 
sion stand advertising from the fifties, sixties and seventies 
(with banjo-playing hot dogs and smiling lollipops), “comfort 
gimmicks” like the “Drizzle Guard rain visor,” ads by local 
merchants like Diamond Jim’s Restaurant (“fabulous beehives 
on waitresses”) and the Career Beauty School (“the male teacher 
has keen mutton-chop sideburns”), public service announce- 
ments (“Attractive homes benefit the community! Clean up! 
Paint up!”), incentive ads (“Free Coffee and Doughnuts for 
those staying for final feature!”), outright propaganda (an ad 
criticizing “small screen TV’ vs. the “giant screen”), Spook Show 
previews (“Kong the Giant Gorilla Monster—The World’s Most 
Amazing Stage Show!”), and ads for books on “frank sexual 
subjects” to help patrons understand the “mature” films. (The 
books sold with the film Michael Helga were Woman and 
Female and Man and Male.)“A veritable treasure trove of drive- 
in archaeology!” “Check out the ad for Tommy’s Potato Chips, as 
workers fill bags bare-handed from rusty old machinery.” “The 
hot dogs are always flexible and moist-looking but too red, like 
plastic or shiny rubber. And why do they always show them with 
no mustard or anything? Always dry!” “The best trailer is a 
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great ‘Sergeant Pepperish’ psychedelic Pepsi concession ad. 
Neanderthals turn into humanoids, then buttered popcorn 
turns into words, which turn into butterflies, flying horses, a 
flying clown that makes soft drink cups with hipsters’ ‘heads’ on 
em spewing ‘heart-drink.’ A candy man whips out a candy-cane- 
like tongue. A flying pizza hits Afro-wigged bowling pins. A 
flying cow turns into hamburger. And it goes on and on.” “In one 
ad, ‘necklace’ is spelled as ‘neckless.” “Too many ads are re- 
peated, and with the length of this baby, I personally get tired 
of seeing several of the ads over and over.” Best line: “A real 
dead body is given away to some lucky person in every perfor- 
mance.” One dead body. Two breasts. One explosion. Cast: Don 
Novello (“pitching popcorn”). Producer/Assembler: Mike 
Vraney. [To order, send $23 to Something Weird Video, P.O. 
Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. 1992.] Overall rating: 89. 


S EX AND BUTTERED POPCORN 


“Terrific” “historically fascinating” documentary on the 
<< “seamy” exploitation roadshows of the 
thirties, forties and fifties, following 
the careers of the men who promoted 
them. The “excellent” “blessedly re- 
strained” Ned Beatty hosts this jour- 
ney through four types of films— 
“Drugs,” “Child Brides,” “Sex” and “Im- 
mortality”’—featuring clips from For- 
bidden Daughters, The Road to Ruin, 
Hollywood Script Girl, Maniac, They 
Wear No Clothes!, The March of Crime, 
Polygamy, Child Bride, Forbidden De- 
sire, Back to Nature, and the most fa- 
mous one of all, Mom and Dad. Inter- 
viewed are “engaging” showmen David 
F. Friedman and Dan Sonney, who 
“seem to have a grand old time together,” 
and Mildred Babb, widow of the king 
of them all, Kroger Babb. “I really 
learned a lot about the organization of 
these films and the carnival-like atmo- 
sphere of their es the standard story lines, the edited 
and unedited versions, the in-person ‘hygiene commentators,’ 
and the turning of all the exploitation flicks into sucirality 
stories. But most interesting of all is the showmanship of these 
practitioners ofa lost art. Reefer Madness is actually just the tip 
of the iceberg.” “All the clips are equally bad, but that makes 
them very enjoyable.” “A sketchy overview—great as an intro- 
duction. Id like to see a more in-depth production.” “Friedman’s 
remembrances are witty and insightful, teaching a lot about a 
bygone era.” Seven dead bodies. One hundred four breasts. One 
motor vehicle chase. One explosion. Wild dancing. Barroom 
brawls. Cellulite Fu. Writer/Director/Producer: Sam Harrison 
(“generally informative and knowledgeable”). [Main Street Mov- 
ies/Kit Parker. 1989/91.] Overall rating: 88. 


S PACE THING 





Sci-fi nudie-cutie “in sensationally bad taste,” starring 
Steve Stunning, “more fascinating than checking out the 
hardware at K-Mart” as a man who fantasizes about being a 
spaceship-wrecked commander who ends up on a vessel filled 
with “naked space bunnies.” He misses his home planet of 
Planetaria and finds these women unattractive, but forces 
himself to put up with all the sex the women put him through, 
on “a round bed with psychedelic sheets.” Lead bimbo Paula 
Pleasure, as the Queen of the Starship Supreme Erection, is 
“hypnotically bizarre in her big hair, false lashes, space p.j.’s 


and mondo mammaries.” (“This is the film that made Paula 
Pleasure a household name.”) “This one rivals Nudes on the 
Moon. Mostly it feels like an extra-terrestrial sex-ed film.” “Too 
much sex getting in the way of the stupidity.” “Stunning does his 
Mr. Spock impersonation rather well. His deadpan works for a 
chuckle here and there.” “The 
women strip fully nekkid for the 
sex scenes, but the men have sex 
with their clothes on. Every sex 
scene starts with sixties drive-in 
intermission popcorn music, fol- 
lowed by the same overdubbed 
groaning. The special effects in- 
clude a spaceship that looks like an 
industrial floor waxer with bubble 
gum on the side. Highlights in- 
clude a lesbo S&M tush-whipping 
scene where the obviously dubbed 
screams start before the ‘torture’ 
and continue after it’s finished. In 
one scene a guy goes for a space 
walk with a diving tank on and 
talks into a walkie-talkie—through 
the helmet. The hero sets off an 
‘atomic bomb’ that looks like a fire- 
cracker.” “Dubbing without any lip 
movements!” “Tupperware is used 
for special effects.” Best line: “The 
ship collided with a Terranian 
rocket. All were lost, except for 
me, thanks to my supersonic sneak- 
ers.” Twenty-eight breasts. Cast: 
Ronnie Runningboard, Mercy 
Mee, April Playmate, Stan 
Isfloride, Bart Black, Eggs 
Benedict. Writers: Kora Koos, 
Cosmo Politan (“mind-bending”). 
Producer/Director: B. Ron Elliott. 
[F.P.S. Ventures. To order, send $23 to Something Weird Video, 
P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. 1968.] Overall rating: 86. 


GUNSMOEE: RETURN TO DODGE 


“Way better than average” western, based on the longest- 
running series in TV history, starring James Arness, “still a 
solid presence” as Matt Dillon, stabbed and badly wounded ina 
fight with a band of thieves. When word reaches Miss Kitty 
(Amanda Blake), now living in New Orleans, she returns to 
Dodge to nurse Matt back to health—just as Matt’s old enemy, 
Mannon (“outstandingly” played by Steve Forrest), the man 
who once brutalized Miss Kitty, is being released from prison 
with vengeance on his mind. In a classic Gunsmoke moment, 
“Dillon comforts a dying man by reminding him of ‘the taste of 
beaver tail.” “Cape Fear meets Gunsmoke. This is a lot darker 
and more violent than any other nostalgic TV cast reunion 
show.” “Everything is (yawn) very competent.” “Poorly done 
reunion movie. These guys are just too old.” “Arness makes 
Keith Richards look positively youthful.” “I have no idea why 
Dillon had a crush on a prostitute for so many years.” Ten dead 
bodies. Bowie knife in the back. Cast: Buck Taylor (Newly), 
Earl Holliman (“great” as victim Jake Flagg), Fran Ryan 
(Hannah), Ken Olandt (Lt. Dexter), W. Morgan Sheppard 
(Digger), Patrice Martinez (Bright Water), Tantoo Cardinal 
(Little Doe), Mickey Jones (Oakum), Frank M. Totino (Logan). 
Writer: Jim Byrnes (“good”). Director: Vincent McEveety 
(“good”). [CBS/Fox. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 83. 


JBLoop HARVEST 


In Tiny Tim’s only movie, a “cheesy D-grade horror flick” 
filmed in Lincoln County, Wisconsin, the Timster is “supremely 
creepy as a “psychotic provincial in clown makeup” protecting 





You can almost believe that Bela Lugosiis a crazy old 
man in Ed Wood’s immortal Bride of the Monster. 
oe (Bela is shown here in his pre-Wood glory 

ays.) 


his neighbor Itonia Salochek, who returns from college and 
“spends most of the movie with no pants on,” as she’s threatened 
by psycho ex-boyfriend Dean West, “doing a low-budget An- 
thony Perkins.” “Highly predictable plot, filled with overused 
stalking and horror cliches.” “The film starts with a neat plot 
point—the farmers are angry at 
Salochek’s banker father for 
foreclosing on their farms—and 
totally ignores it 15 minutes into 
the movie.” “Tiny Tim has a huge 
presence, as he basically plays 
himself without a ukelele.” 
“West, the clean-cut murderous 
boyfriend, acts as well as your 
average two-by-four—neither 
crazy, nor evil, nor interesting 
when he’s slitting someone’s 
throat.” “The keyboard sound- 
track really grates on the nerves. 
‘Backyard’ locations lend au- 
thentic atmosphere.” Six dead 
bodies. Nine breasts. Throat- 
slitting. Dead pigs. Impaled arm. 
Arrow through the hand. Louis- 
ville Slugger Fu. Sickle Fu. Cast: 
Frank Benson (“intended as 
comicrelief, really isn’t” as Sher- 
iff Buckley), Lori Minetti 
(“pretty” as Sarah), Peter 
Krausse (“too wimpy’ as Scott), 
Albert Jagard (priest), Will- 
iam Dexter (man in cape), 
Arlene Dexter (first bank 
teller), Randy Scott (game 
player). Writers: Ben Benson, 
Emil Joseph (“lousy,” “gives it 
away ). Director: Bill Rebane. 
Overall rating: 79. 


Pjocror WHO: CYBERMEN: 
THE EARLY YEARS 


“Well-done” documentary on the “soulless, mechanical” 
monsters from the BBC series, with the crew “reminiscing on 
the making of the Cyber-episodes and giving a little background 
into these interesting creatures,” followed by four out-of-se- 
quence episodes of the doctor battling the Cybermen through- 
out time and space. Host Colin Baker, best known as Doctor 
Who #6, “narrates with the air of a somewhat disaffected has- 
been.” Also featured are interviews with director Morris Barry 
and co-star Wendy Padbury. “If youre not a certified Whovian, 
this stuff is all kind of boring.” “The costumes on these things 
are unintentionally hilarious—car radiators strapped to their 
chests with hubcaps. I think I saw a triple-A sticker on one. 
Flying saucers look like hubcaps. All that’s missing is the string 
and Ed Wood.” “The Doctor Who series has always excelled at 
making cheap, crappy TV sci-fi fun and involving.” “The prob- 
lem with Doctor Who is that it’s so damn serious!” “The Cyber- 
men suits are kind of spooky, but these low-budget Borg ances- 
tors could only have fooled the original target audience— 
British children of the sixties.” Nine dead bodies. Twelve explo- 
sions. Cast: Clare Jenkins (“vamps it up” as “sexy bitch 
scientist” Tanya Lernov), Patrick Troughton (“camps it up a 
bit too much” as Dr. Who), Roy Skelton (Cybermen voices), 
William Hartnell (Dr. Who), Frazer Hines (Jamie), Anneke 
Wills (Polly), Patrick Barr (Hobson), Michael Craze (Ben), 
Andre Maranne (Benoit), John Wills (Cyberman), Peter 
Green (Cyberman), Eric Flynn (Leo Ryan), Michael Turner 
(Jarvis Bennett), Kenneth Watson (Bill Duggan). Producer/ 
Writer (documentary): John Nathan. Writers (episodes): Kit 
Pedler, David Whitaker. Directors (episodes): Barry, Tristan 
de Vere Cole. [BBC/CBS Fox. 1966/93.] Overall rating: 79. 


EY, FOLKS, IT’S 
INTERMISSION TIME, VOLUME 2 


“Massive” love-it-or-hate-it collection of “nostalgic” movie 
theater promotions, festivals, holiday greetings and refresh- 
ment stand ads. “It cov- so 
ers from the late thir- 
ties into the seventies. 
The quality of the 
prints are good, but 
some are faded and 
make the colors of the 
food gross.” “I don’t 
know who would find 
this interesting, possi- 
bly some not-very- 
bright grad student 
studying sixties capi- 
talism.” “Different from 
the first tape in that 
it's made up of more 
‘special occasion’ the- 
ater promos. Watch for 
the seventies ‘Vote’ 
PSA, and the Tony’s 
Pizza spot. Tons of 
camp value, especially 
the many New Year’s 
Eve bits.” “Ninety-five 
per cent of this film is 
copy on a screen. After 
five versions of ‘Happy 
Father’s Day,’ it’s not 
interesting anymore.” 
“A large number of ads 
are from the town of 
Madison (Wisconsin?), 
and a lot of the clips 
mention a theater 








others”), “animated” “B-movie mainstay” James Karen, direc- 
tor Curtis Harrington (Games), and Waris Hussein, “Emmy 
Award-winning director of the pilot for the Dr. Who series, who 
very nearly puts you to sleep with his mellifluous English accent 
and sing-song speech patterns.” “This video could be used in 
place of electro-shock therapy to sedate mental patients.” “This 

~ is apparently a public access or local 
television show.” “All the actors and 
directors have very little to do with 
each other—so it’s too broad a sub- 
ject.” “Nothing substantial is re- 
vealed.” “All the interviews are too 
short and leave us wanting more.” 
“Del Valle is knowledgeable and adept 
at handling his guests, but he seems 
to metamorphosize through a series 
of weight stages and a variety of bad 
haircuts.” “Del Valle seems knowl- 
edgeable, non-condescending and 
genuinely interested in each guest.” 
“Lame lame lame theme song.” [To 
order, send $23.95 to Eclectic Video, 
7275 Franklin Ave. #210, Hollywood, 
CA 90046. 1989.] Overall rating: 76. 


B ORN TO BOOGIE 


“Pretentious” love-it-or-hate-it 
concert film, directed and produced 
by Ringo Starr, chronicling the per- 
formance of legendary band T. Rex 
and “charismatic” lead singer Mare 
Bolan, who “reminds me of a happy- 
go-lucky Mick Jagger,” before a “ma- 
jor mucho-enthusiastic crowd” at the 
Wembley Empire Pool in London on 
March 18, 1972. T. Rex are consid- 
ered pre-punkers who had three 
songs that hit the top of the British 


named the Strand. Are 
most of these taken 


After all these years, Matt Dillon is still sniffing after Miss 
Kitty in the competent but ho-hum reunion film Gunsmoke: 
Return to Dodge. 


charts, including “Bang A Gong (Get 
It On).” But they faded away just as 
quickly as they came, and Bolan died 


from the Strand Theater in Madison?” “Very entertaining com- 
pilation. I especially love the background music. It’s so hokey as 
to be laughable.” Gratuitous Rosemary Clooney. Gratuitous 
Virginia Mayo. Gratuitous Ed McMahon, with Clydesdales. 
Compiler: Mike Vraney. [To order, send $23 to Something 
Weird Video, P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. 1993.] Overall 
rating: 77. 


CULT PEOPLE 


In this “choppy” “dreadfully boring” compilation of “talking 
heads,” seven Hollywood actors and directors are interviewed 
in “very short” segments, “with no film clips and only a few 
interesting anecdotes,” in a project put together by “dull” “fan- 
boy type” “chunk-style film critic David Del Valle.” The inter- 
views are “eclectic,” ranging from the “pretty cool” Michael 
Sarne, of Myra Breckenridge fame, to the granddaddy of all B 
film actors, Cameron Mitchell. (“The highlight is Mitchell’s 
funny, self-deprecating interview, in which he turns to the 
camera and says, ‘Maybe I should’ve been more selective—but 
it was fun!”) Others are director Russ Meyer (“seems like he 
didn’t have his morning coffee or something”), “breezy, charis- 
matic” Patrick Macnee (“speaks well and Penh. Y unlike the 


in acar crash in 1977, just as he was starting a comeback as part 
of the punk scene. The film also includes some studio footage of 
Ringo and Elton John joining T. Rex on “Children of the 
Revolution” and “Tutti-Frutti” and “the obligatory weird scene 
with a strange picnic featuring Bolan, nuns, a string quartet, 
Ringo and T. Rex stuffing their faces.” “All in all, a mediocre job 
by Ringo the auteur.” “A most enjoyable romp into the musical 
world of the late and most-lamented Dinosaur Rocker, who still 
lives on in his rockin’ ‘gems.” “Just bad corporate rock that 
would be better off remaining in the past.” “Concert audiences 
looked just as stupid back then as they do today.” “Maybe 
Nirvana should take a look at this so they won’t keep acting like 
they invented this stuff.” “Bolan is the kind of guy who wears a 
shirt with his own face on it and does a sound check in the middle 
of a concert.” “Seeing Bolan for the first time is a trip, but Ringo 
Starr’s ad-libbing and desire to be in the spotlight turns me off. 
Elton John is there for the creativity, Ringo is there for the 
cameras.” “Ringo proves why the Beatles put him in the back.” 
Gratuitous midget. Gratuitous screaming English teenage girls. 
Glitter-rock Fu. Cast: Mickey Finn (“featured” percussionist), 
Geoffrey Bayldon, George Claydon, Miss Chelita, Mune 
Light, Hilary Bluebyrd. [Apple Films/MPI. 1972/92.] Overall 


rating: 73. 
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Yeah, we all know her, but do we really know her? 


Inside the Party Girl 


| Pe call her the Party Girl. 
She’s 22 years old, lives down- 
town in a groovy art deco apartment, 
and calls her mother back in Kansas 
every Sunday afternoon. She has a 
roommate named Kimberly. They’re 
the same dress size, so they share 
everything. 

The Party Girl doesn’t have a job 
exactly. She has “investments,” or 
“my own business,” or “a trust fund.” 
But she’s planning to get a job soon. 
Someday. When she’s older. 

When you talk about daylight 
hours to the Party Girl, she’s always 
a little vague on the subject. 

Meanwhile, she’s decided to 
travel. She goes to Key West for the 
weekend. She vacations in St. Tho- 
mas. She flies off to Aspen on a whim. 
And when you ask her why she de- 
cided to go to Colorado so suddenly, 
she always says, “Well, I met this guy 


C) 
aR 
Pater ore, 


And it’s always a different guy. 

And there’s always shopping in- 
volved. 

And when you see her with a guy 
more than once, it’s usually in a four- 
star restaurant where supermodels 
hang out. 

And after a while, someone will 
ask the Party Girl, “Uh, just wonder- 
ing, but, uh, do you have a boyfriend?” 

And the Party Girl giggles. A 
playful, mysterious giggle. And then she orders ject, and tells you the wonderful weekend she has 
another strawberry diaquiri and changes the sub- planned in Bermuda, with Kevin. 

OO — Now. The only reason I bring this up is that 
we've all met the Party Girl, right? The Party Girl 
is a universal. She exists in all ages, in all cities. 

But every time I read one of these articles that 
say “Men are disgusting—all they care about is sex,” 
or “Men are more naturally promiscuous than 
women,” or “Men are capable of having sex without 
emotional attachments, unlike women,” or “Men 
are always deceitful liars when it comes to their 
relationships”—whenever I hear any of these mod- 
ern raps on how shallow and immature young men 
are 


statatetetetevers 
@ 








I think of the Party Girl. 

Do you really wanna bring up this subject, 

ladies? 

I don’t think so. 
1i 


Don't write a book by its cover... 


A Likely Story 


ake a 30-year-old woman. Put her in a tight 
black mini-skirt. Add a couple of five-inch spiked 
high heels. Show a little cleavage. Add in some long 
blonde hair and the perfect shade of lipstick. 
Now turn her loose in the bar at the Marriott. 
I think we all know what’s gonna happen, right? 
She probably won’t spend the night drinking alone. 





Now take the same 30-year-old woman. Put her 
in Earth Shoes and a straight brown housedress. 
Get rid of the makeup. Cut all her hair off, so that it 
looks “sensible.” 

Now turn her loose in the same bar. 

Same woman. Two different results, right? 

I’ve actually done this on television—used the 
same actress for a sexy role one week and a “stern 
mom” role the next. Guys will be fascinated one 
week, totally uninterested the next. 

And if you listen to feminists, this is What’s 
Wrong With Men Today. We’re too hung up on 
visual stuff. We can only get interested if we invent 
some sexual fantasy about the gal. 

But let’s turn it around and do the same thing 
with a man. 

He’s 30 years old. We’re gonna put him in a 
tailored Armani suit. It’s loose-fitting but elegant, 
and it emphasizes his well-toned upper body. His 
Bally shoes are shiny. His hair has that Pat Riley 
thing going. He wears no jewelry, or maybe just a 
watch. Understated. Strong but silent. 

Now let’s take the same guy and put him in 
Bermuda shorts, dirty tennis shoes, a T-shirt that 
says “Kiss me” on it, and a straw cowboy hat. 

Same guy. Same looks. Same everything. 

The only difference is that the story behind the 
guy has changed. 





What story? 

The story the woman invented when she first 
laid eyes on him. The story that goes, “Ill go over 
and talk to him, and he'll look into my eyes and tell 
me about all the places he’s been, and he'll be strong 
but gentle as he takes me to a romantic restaurant, 
and he’ll never forget my birthday.” 

Or, if it’s another type of guy, “He'll put 
me on the back of his motorcycle, and we'll go 
sailing through the western states on our 
way to a California mountain retreat.” 

Different woman, different story. But 
there’s always a story. Men don’t make oi a 
story. Men see the girl, they go “Wow!” o 
“Ugh!” And that’s it. The girl can’t are 
mess up the story. 

But a woman can make up the story, and 
then they do go over and talk to the guy, and 
the first words out of the guy’s mouth are, 
“Hey, let’s go to the Go-Kart track,” and 
that’s it. The guy blows it. He’s screwed up 
the story. 

It’s over for him. It doesn’t matter what 
he does or says for the rest of his life. He can 
win the Nobel Peace Prize, but it won’t make 
a difference. It was his one chance to fulfill the story, 
and he failed. 

Men, on the other hand, tend to be more accept- 
ing. 

If the gal in the mini-skirt says “I’m into chan- 
nelling—lI just talked to a priest in ancient China,” 
the guy just goes, “Okay, yeah, I guess I can accept 
that.” 

It’s the women who have the impossible stan- 
dards, you know what I mean? 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

Last Action Hero, 
panned by the critics and 
abandoned by the masses, 
is an esoteric sleeper. It 
punches thru one’s ossified 
paradigm of what is real, to 
confuse the “barrier” and 
open moments of Freedom. 
In this story, with the help ~ 
of a “magic ticket,” our guide is able to move freely 
between flesh world and screenplay. 

Having been coaxed out of the make-believe to 
serve righteousness, Arnold is upset by the pain and 
loss of control. When our guide asks him what’s the 
matter he says, “How would you feel if you just found 
out somebody made you up?” This koan is a trigger 
for the true aspirant. It brought me instantly and 
tearfully out of the illusion of “watching a movie” to 
directing the movie. Who, after, all, can escape the 
shock and embarrassment of realizing you’re no 
more substantial than a fart in a hurricane? 

Forty-eight dead bodies, no breasts, monster 
cameo appearances, wrecking ball fu, unconscio- 
nable amorphousness, Dzogchen by default. 

Dharama Bob says, check it out. 

Dharama Bob 
Drive-In Movie Critic of 
Lucknow, India 
[Robert Clothier 
Palo Alto, Calif.] 
Dear Dharama Bob: 

Congratulations on being the first person ever to 
write a letter to Joe Bob Briggs with the word “koan” 
in it. 

I hope you’re proud of yourself. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I noticed how you always talk about Old Mil- 
waukee Tall Boys. I was wondering if you ever drink 
Mickey’s Big Mouth. It sure is delicious. Thanks. 

Charlie Eckstrom 
Pasadena, Calif. 
Dear Charlie: 


I never drink anything that has the potential to 
drink back. 


Dear Joe, 

Every year about this time we have isolated 
reports of UFOs and various extraterrestrial com- 
munications. Id like to warn your readers about not 
being unduly gullible and taking these telepathic 
messages to heart on behalf of mature adult por- 
poises everywhere. In general, we keep to ourselves 
and try not to interfere with your doings, but, of 
course, juveniles will be juveniles and at the winter 
solstice pranks are traditional. 

Lately, I understand that on March 8 a spy 
plane had been “observed.” Before that it was a 





spaceship captain from 
Pleides. And then there was 
that embarrassing chain 
letter that involved tuna 
fish. Okay, here goes. We 
are apologizing for tele- 
pathic hoaxes perpetrated 
by delinquent dolphins. It 
has to do with growth hor- 
mones overstimulating cer- 
tain cerebral cortexes. We can imagine some pretty 
nifty pranks and enjoy them safely. Unfortunately, 
if humans are tuned in on the same wavelength they 
may pick up the literal without the underlying 
sarcasm. 

Oops, have I said too much, J.B.? I hope I’m not 
hitting too close to home here. Thanks for the Seas 
candy. 

P.S. Why is all of your hate mail from San 
Francisco? Is it true your Fax number is forwarded 
to Cambridge, Massachusetts? Woods Hole? La Jolla? 

Dolf 
San Francisco 
Dear Dolf: 

You write that letter, and then ask me why the 

mail from San Francisco is different? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Knowing your appreciation for the offbeat, I am 
sending you this recent news item from the Euro- 
pean edition of the armed forces newspaper Stars 
and Stripes. It may not have made it into the 
stateside papers. It sounds like the National 
Enquirer, but—I’m not making this up—it’s au- 
thentic. [Article enclosed: “Dutch City Official Dies 
After Beer Keg Explodes”] 

You may be able to make use of it. Powerful beer, 
this Dutch stuff, eh? It should make a great movie, 
“The Beer Keg That Blew Away Heerlen.” 

Lt. Col. Gary L. Dikkers 

U.S. Air Force (Ret.) 

Otterbach, Germany 
Dear Gary: 

I’ve been at parties in Texas where the keg 
explodes, but that’s because Corona is 90 per cent 
kerosene in the first place. 

I thought that, at least in Holland, they knew 
how to get drunk in a responsible manner. No 
wonder they grin so much. | 


Dear Mr. Briggs: 

Your article in reference to the old drive-in site 
in Davis includes erroneous information. 

First, while Swainson hawks are an environ- 
mental concern in Yolo County, the proposed devel- 
opment on the site was not denied due to such. 
Secondly, the plan for a miniature golf course facil- 
ity (which was withdrawn months ago) was sited for 
a completely different parcel of land, located miles 


13 





down the road from the old 


ENQUIRING MINDS 


drive-in site. | 


Just thought you 
should have the facts. I 
think I will refrain from 
signing myself as a local 
“vulture developer.” 

Regards, 

Dan Dowling 

Davis, Calif. 
Dear Dan: 

That’s what I get for 
taking stuff out of newspa- 
pers. Yuk. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

Well, what can I say 
except that you're right... 
they didn’t get what Sam 
Kinison was all about. 

You keep up shit like 
that and someone’s gonna 
think you can actually 
write! 


ROCCO and FOSTER 


Most sincerely, 
Harry W. Edwards 
Pleasanton, Calif. 
Dear Harry: 
I dont think Sambo realized what he did to 
people. They’re still talkin about him two years later. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Thanks for your support of the First Amend- 


MONON BAK IO 





ment. So few people really 
my getit. Freedom of speech has 
_— 1 to be absolute. If any form of 
speech is prohibited because 
someone finds it offensive, 
then it becomes possible to 
ban any speech because there 
will always be someone who 
finds any speech offensive. If 
we ban the words of Nazis 
today because it’s offensive, 
then tomorrow someone will 
ban our words. 

We can’t give the govern- 
ment any opening to ban 
speech. A government that 
can ban speech it finds “offen- 
iE sive” or “obscene” can simply 

label anything offensive or 
obscene and thus protect it- 
self from criticism. 

Enough about that. It 
seems like a simple enough 
concept, doesn’t it? 

Please, keep up the good work. We need your 
publication. It makes people think. 

Sincerely, 
Douglas Dunaway 
San Diego 
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Dear Doug: 

I think the 20th century will be remembered as 
the only time in history when people were more 
afraid of words than they were of guns. 


oooo0ooo00o0000 





Contest #1 


Nancy Peay of Norman, Oklahoma: “In the 
early seventies, | saw what was probably a TV 
movie. It was about a young couple living in one of 
those overpopulated futures where you have to have 
a special permit to have a child. They get a little 
careless, and the wife gets pregnant. If you don’t 
have the permit, your child will be put in cold 
storage at birth. Later, if you can get a permit, the 
government will unfreeze the baby and give it back 
to you. They have a neighbor who has one of those 
kids, but he’s never been quite right in the head 
since he was thawed out. The couple’s only hope is 
for the husband to win a foot race whose first prize 
is an acre of land and a baby permit. All the other 
competitors have agreed that if they win, they’1l sell 
the land to a Big Corporation. The husband won’t 
sell, so the Big Corporation does various under- 
handed things to keep him from winning. I think he 


had to climb over a building to avoid them and win 
the race. At the end of the movie, the couple and 
their kid were frolicking on their land while a solid 
mass of people watched them through a chain-link 
fence. Can anyone remember the title of this one?” 


Contest #2 


Christopher “Kit” Felice of Garland, Texas: 
“IT got a movie for you to find. It was a cartoon-like 
Star Wars. It’s about this guy who was a slave in a 
mine, and he digs up (which is a no-no) and escapes, 
and this guy who has a ship finds him and there’s 
this robot chick who’s all silver, and the ship’s 
computer has a head that looks like a desk lamp. 
What the heck was that called? I’ve never stumbled 
on it in any store or seen it since years ago. Oh, yeah, 
the guy who owns the ship brainwashes the robot 
chick by messing with chips under her butt plate, 
and there’s a blind kid and flesh-eating ‘mandroids.’ 
That oughta narrow it down.” 
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A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the September 18 issue, Walter McHenry of Prairie 
Creek, Indiana, recalled a flick “I saw on a date back in 1970 or 
1971, and all I remember is several horny teenagers at a big old 
house on a lake, one girl with impressive gazongas out on a pier 
in the lake, and a couple in bed simultaneously speared by a 
javelin. Oh, and I believe the ads screamed something like 13 
scenes of intense shock!!!” 

We received nine correct answers, so our winner was chosen 
by drawing. And heis... 

Gil Z. Gershman of Hamden, Connecticut: “Mario Bava’s 
ripped-off-more-times-than-Jaws-or-Night of the Living Dead 
classic: Twitch of the Death Nerve, a/k/a The Last House on the 
Left, Part 2, a/k/a Bay of Blood, a/k/a Ecology of a Crime. If it 
weren't for this one, we would have never had those legions of 
eighties slasher films where well-endowed women and their 
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boyfriends get speared. God bless Mario Bava!” 

Additional information came from our eight runners-up... 

Murray Whichard of Poway, California: “The film that 
Walter is looking for is also known as Carnage. It’s a 1971 Italian 
production, directed by the great Italian goremeister, Mario 
Bava. It stars the very beautiful Claudine Auger, who had achieved 
international recognition for her role as Domino in the 1965 
James Bond opus, Thunderball. This film was the genesis for all 
the ‘stalk and slash’ films that were so popular in the 1980’s, most 
notably the Friday the 13th series. The first 13th film borrowed 
heavily from this film in theme and types of gruesome death. The 
spear impaling the aardvarking couple, that goes all the way 
through the bed, is a direct steal, as is the machete to the face 
scene. Twitch also has a twist ending, at the point it reveals the 
identity of the perp, that works much better, cinematically, than 
13th’s silly Jason popping out of the lake thing.” 

Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “Twitch of the Death 
Nerve also stars Laura Betti (the co-star of Bava’s Hatchet for the 
Honeymoon) as a really spooky fortune-teller who ultimately 
loses her head. Twitch of the Death Nerve was advertised with an 
effective gimmick, promoting it as ‘the only movie ever to require 
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a face-to-face warning!’ What this boiled 
down to was that the theater cashiers 


were supposed to tell ticket-buyers ‘Now, _ 


you understand that this movie contains 
scenes of shocking violence’ or words to 
that effect. The definite highlight of the 
movie is the scene in which German col- 
lege girl Brigitte Skay (playing the only 
sexy woman in history named ‘Brunhilda’) 
goes for a broad-daylight skinny-dip in the 
lake, only to brush against a dead body 
under the pier. Ms. Skay’s outstanding 
anatomy is also on display in Ms. Stiletto 
(originally titled Isabella, Duchess of Dev- 
ils), a 1969 Italian flick in which she played 
a usually-naked swashbuckling swords- 
woman. Both Twitch of the Death Nerve 
and Ms. Stiletto were released on video, 
but I believe they’re both out of print now. 
One final curious note about this flick: 
When re-released in the mid-to-late-sev- 
enties, it was retitled Last House on. the 
Left, Part IT, even though it was not only 
completely unrelated to the Wes Craven 
shocker, but had actually preceded it!” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, Cali- 
fornia: “The flickis also known as Antefatto. 
The cast also includes Isa Miranda and 
Claudio Volonto. A very gory film for its 
time.” 

Bob Sheridan of Culver City, Cali- 
fornia: “The plot is ludicrous to the extent 
that the film seems to be tongue-in-cheek, 
but the grisly murders were totally outra- 
geous by the standards of the-time (1972) 
and set new standards for screen horror.” 

Also answering correctly were Terry 
Maher of Steubenville, Ohio; Gene 
Phillips of Houston; Jerry Renshaw of 
Austin, Texas; and Jason Scroggs of 
Lenexa, Kansas. 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the October 2 issue, Dan Downey 
of Belmont, Massachusetts, asked about 
“this horror flick I saw in the early to mid- 
sixties ... The setting is in a horse-and- 
buggy age and seems to bein some British 
Colonial Caribbean location. A young 
couple has moved to town and made the 
acquaintance of the local doctor. One day 
while the doctor is visiting the young lady 
at her house she cuts her finger, and he 
catches some of her blood in a glass, letting 
the glass collect a goodly amount under 
the pretense of ‘cleansing the wound.’ While 
she goes off to bandage the wound, he 
secretly pours her blood into a vial and 


puts it in his pocket. That night the doctor 
performs all kinds of voodoo ritual stuff 
with a clay doll (obligatory voodoo drums, 
fire and dancing natives in background). It 
culminates with him pouring the vial of 
blood onto the doll. We then flash to the 
couple sleeping in bed, and the camera 
zooms in on her bandaged finger, which 
commences to bleed through the bandage. 
In the morning, when the young man wakes 
up, he discovers his wife has bled to death. 
The most vivid scene was when the guy 
goes to visit his wife’s grave and she comes 
crawling up out of the dirt and starts walk- 
ing slowly towards him. He starts back- 
pedaling and falls into a puddle of blood 
(my imagination?). He starts to get frantic 
and sees a shovel next to him. He grabs the 
shovel and takes his swing and hits a home 
run. Her head goes sailing through the air, 
and I went sailing out of the theatre at 
Warp 10 screaming my lungs out... .” 
We received three correct answers, 
so our winner was chosen by drawing. And 
he is, by the luck of the draw, the same 
person for the second week running... 
Gil Gershman of Hamden, Connecti- 
cut: “He’s looking for Plegue of the Zom- 
bies, a 1966 British film (directed by John 
Gilling—for Hammer Studios?) which 
made one major contribution to the 
‘undead-on-the-loose’ genre: spooky green 
lighting. The scene where the dead rise 
from the grave is lit with that (now) over- 
used luminous green, and shot at weird 
angles. Pretty stylish, but it’s become so 
overplayed. Not a bad movie, either. A tad 
on the slow side, but that doesn’t usually 
detract from a well-directed film (see: Zom- 
bie, any Argento film, Delicatessen, etc., 
etc.).” 
Additional information came from our 
two runners-up... : 
Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, Califor- 
nia: “Plague of the Zombies starred Ben 


‘Aris, John Carson, Dennis Chinnery, Diane 


Clare, Jacqueline Pearce, and Brook Will- 
iams.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Mas- 
sachusetts: “Plague of the Zombies has 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


been on television in an edited version, 
and unauthorized tapes of varying quality 
are available from several companies. The 
film stars Andre Morell. Along with Vam- 
pire Circus and Countess Dracula, it is a 
classic Hammer opus long overdue for an 
authorized unedited release on video.” 
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Miscellaneous 


Joe Bob has a few openings on his volunteer 
“Board of Drive-In Experts” which screens 
and rates videos to get a consensus opinion. 
No pay, but your opinions published and 
credited. State qualifications to Joe Bob, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Video Trades 


Wanted: W.B. videoA Salute to Chuck Jones 
(with One Froggy Evening). Buy/trade. P.O. 
Box 146, Concord, CA 94522. 
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